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POETRY
Sad day! when Brawl conceived a grudge
Against the grave Elijah Smudge.
His genius ran the other w~y:
A dilettante of delay;'
He lay submerged in monstrous 'size
Apd opened dim heroic eyes.
His presence irked Brawl's formal bent:
It was a caSe of temperament.
He had the virtues Buster lacked,
Enveloped him when he attacked~
Brawl sunk in his inchoate blot,
And where he had been, he was not.
This poem might have better ended
Had I known well what I intended.
My theme was mildly Hudibrastic
But not 'sufficiently elastic.
Th~ fault lay wholly in my hero:
He started, was, and ended zero,
A purely academic Nero.
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THE HARVES-T: 1942
Spring was the perilous 'seasOn,
And sowers that entered the gate
Were plowing the earth with treason
And scattering seeds of hate.
And now the harvest is ready, .
And I with forec1osured breath
Must rise from my dreams unsteady
And reap with the' sickle of death.
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